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The Halian Job 


Author's Notes: 
Just an idea | had gotten when | was reading about Michael Francis' experiences with Bad Company, as well as 
various other articles about how much of a little shit Paul was. This will most likely be a long fanfic that WILL 


be carrying along as | write it. Enjoy! 


Peter Grant hiring some new tour manager was a load of bullocks. The bloke Michael Francis was hired to keep 
an eye on Paul everywhere he went. That went as far as even going to the damn bathroom. The bastard was 
one hell of a boxer, someone the singer didn't want to piss off, but somehow managed to anyway. There was 
literally no way to escape the guy, and that fact had started to irritate Paul as of late. He could take care of 
himself, and he didn't need a damn chaperone to do so either. Seeing Simon now was so inconsistent because of 


Francis forcing him to sleep in his own room. 


There was nothing fair about it, and the babysitter should have used some common sense before thinking Paul 
was about to follow that rule. Simon had pretty much told him to just sneak out anyway, but truth be told, 


the singer was pretty sure Francis would catch him anyway. Whatever.. was worth a shot, right? 


Bad fucking idea right from the start. He and the bodyguard had been having a couple drinks, Paul hoping that 
would result in the other male having to go to the bathroom. It worked perfectly in fact, considering Paul had 
the key to his own room and Simon's, which was room 49. The singer had kept his shoes on, and while the 
bastard was taking a piss, had managed to sneak out. Now he stood outside the door. The hallways were clear 
for the most part, minus the scattered people milling about, but nobody of importance. Immediately bolting out 
of the area, he made a bee line down the hall to his left, trying to run as quietly as anyone could while having 


someone on your tail. 


He tried to be light on his feet with his converse, though it was proving to be difficult as he turned on a right 
corner. The regret of wearing tight jeans was already beginning to settle as the crimson carpeting and sandy- 
coloured paint of the walls seemed to go on forever. He had to find the door to the stairwell, which he knew 


was located in the part of the building he was in. The only problem was finding it on his current floor. 


"Fuck, fuck.. fuck!" Paul cursed through his huffing as he ran down another hallway, whizzing past people here 
and there. Where was the door to the stairs? Searching left and right as he continued on, he spotted it on his 
left against the wall 20 feet or so ahead. There was no time to waste, he could already hear Francis yelling 
and cursing behind him. Paul knew he had to keep going, or his ass would be served on goddamned plate for 
Grant to deal with. The man was an ex-wrestler for Christ's sake, and it was in the singer's best interest to 
remain on the manager's good side rather than on the other side of his fists. Reaching the grey steel door, 
Paul wrenched it open and dashed up the stairs, not bothering to look behind him. 


Never once had he thought concrete walls could be so inviting. Hurrying up the first flight followed by the 
second set of stairs, the brunet spotted the next door and made his way out of cold, industrial and uninviting 
stairwell. The halls looked the same as below, but at least Paul knew exactly where to go as he ran off down 


the hall on his left. 


For whatever reason, Francis had put a rule in place that Paul could not be around Simon at certain hours, due 
to the people the drummer hung around with. Although he didn't directly tell that to Paul, it was pretty 
obvious to him based on the kinds of people he'd seen the blond with. What the babysitter had said was that 
Simon was "untrustworthy" and too much of a "troublemaker" for Paul to be around. In Francis' defense, he 
wasn't exactly wrong. The drummer was known for stirring up trouble, just far less in the area of study that 
could get himself killed That was Paul's job. Perhaps it was because the other male had known when to stop 
whereas the singer didnt. Not to mention he could be pretty violent with enough alcohol in him. At least that 
had not been the case right then. 


He had already weaved his way through several different turns, before he'd reached the room numbers closer 
to Simon's. Barely slowing his pace, his eyes darted to each number up on the door. "4b, 417, 48.. 4-fuckin'-19" 
Paul said under his breath as found the room, stepping up to it as he dug for the keys. Another reason why 
he shouldn't have worn tight jeans. Finally pulling them out with the metallic jingling ringing through the hall, he 
managed to fumble with the key to unlock the door. Within a split second, he turned the knob with a shaking 
hand, shouldering the door open and almost tripping as he rushed inside. Barely managing to steady himself, he 
slammed the door shut and locked the handle. His hands slid up and messed with the deadbolt for a second 


before actually locking that, as well as the door chain for good measure. 


The singer promptly forced his back against the door, his hazy-green hues finding Simon's blue ones. The blond 
was in his pajama pants and royal blue silk robe as he stood between the living room and kitchenette, a 
questioning look on his face. Paul's gaze fell to the empty plate in the other male's hands, before flickering back 
up to his face. 


"Now that's one way t knock." Simon piped up with a grin on his face. The drummer was lucky he was so damn 


attractive. Not too many people could get away with saying things like that at such a time. 
"Whatever ya' do.. don't fucking open th’ door-" 


"Why not? Francis doesn't have a stick that far up his ass, does he?" Simon asked, continuing to head to the 


kitchen as he licked the last bit of food off his fingers, setting his plate in the sink 
"Enough to fucking chase me." 


"Wow. Didn't take ya' as a Michael Caine sort of character." The blond replied as he walked back to the living 
room and turned the TV off. 


"Car chases aren't-" 


"Paul ya' fucking sneaky little prick! Get your smoggie ass out here!" Francis bellowed outside in the hall. The 
drummer looked to the door just as Paul darted away from it and sat on the couch. Simon looked to the 
brunet, not understanding for a split second, before his lips formed into a wolfish grin on his face. Walking over 
to Paul, he leaned forward and rested his hands on either of the singer's thighs. 


The other male tried avoiding his gaze, desperately wanting to look at anything ut Simon One hand reached up, 
grabbing Paul roughly by his jaw and forcing him to look forwards. "You are in so much fuckin’ shit." He said, 
before capturing the brunet's lips. He could feel Paul immediately giving in, and he smirked. The kiss had lasted 
shorter than either of them had wanted as Simon groaned and pulled away slightly. 


"Fine. I'll fuckin help ya' get rid of him.. only because ya’ actually fuckin’ got here." 


Everybody fight about.. 


Simon wasn't sure how long he'd been waiting for Paul. It had felt like a long time. Either that or the drummer 
was simply impatient, but certainly not as much as the singer was. Not by a long shot. There were too many 
examples of instances that Simon could name off where the brunet had gotten angry or just plain savage when 
he'd had enough. There was nobody who could tell him to wait. From what the drummer understood, their new 
tour manager would not be too friendly in the way of leniency. There had been many complaints from each of 
them while on tour the year before, noise being the most upsetting one of all. Almost unanimously, everyone 
had expressed to Peter Grant that they were on the edge of their ropes with the after hours ruckus. Paul, 


however, ignored every warning given 


It would be a lie to say that Simon hadn't found the whole situation to be entertaining. At least he could laugh 
his ass off at the singer as he watched him fuck up. Was he truly that cruel? Maybe.. or at least enough to 
piss the other man off. Then again, maybe not so much. He'd worked so damn hard to be with Paul in the first 
place, so if he fucked it up, then it'd all be in vain. The least he could do was help the singer get leeway with 
Francis. Even fit meant the blond would be in trouble with him. 


It also meant he had the babysitter to deal with. Knowing Paul, it was best that the singer hang back and let 
him handle it on his own. Leaving the door chain on, Simon unlocked the door and opened it just enough to peek 
out. What a mistake that was. The ex-boxer's face read nothing but malice, something the drummer was 
preparing himself for. 

"Michael! I'd have said ‘what a pleasant surprise’ but its anything but that-" 

"Fuck off. Get him out here." He growled. 

"And if | said ‘no'?" 

Francis leaned in close in response, so much so, that Simon could feel his breath on his face. Not fun at all 
"Look." The blond began, glancing down at his feet as he tried to collect his words so that they made sense. 
Suddenly, he felt something brush against him and stand behind the door. Great. Paul was there, and was out 


of Francis’ sight entirely. 


"=m not havin' any parties tonight. Far too tired for ‘em as of late anyway." Simon finished. Already, he could 


feel Paul's gaze burning holes in him, especially at the last comment. 


Snaking one hand forward, the brunet squeezed the drummer's thigh, causing the other to stiffen almost 


immediately. No, not this damn game. 


"Simon. This ain't funny. Where the fuck is he?" Francis spat, though didn't move from his spot. 


"Mate, do | /ook like m gonna be causin' any trouble?" The drummer asked, thoroughly fed up with the body 
guard's antics and vicious tone. "| can give Peter a ring within the next little while and talk to him about this, 


alright?" 


"And do what? Get me fired?" He asked with a sneer. There would be much difficulty reasoning with a stiff- 


headed American, at least to Simon anyway. 
Paul's hand moved up from his thigh slightly, his fingers hooking into the waist of the drummer's pajama 
pants. Not even ooking at him, the blonds right hand reached out, smacking the other male's arm, causing the 


singer to pull back Simon couldn't help himself from smiling at Francis all the while. 


"No.. to call him up and tell him to get ya’ t lay off Paul just a little! | hardly doubt his life is in danger right 


now." The drummer clarified, a hint of amusement in his voice as he tilted his head to the left slightly. 


| have a damn job to do, and that is to make sure that little shit you got holed up in there doesn't get fucking 
killed” 


"You missed one job." Simon noted in an almost cheery way. 
"Did 1?" Francis asked, full of sarcasm. Clearly he wasn't having any of it. 


"To fuck off” The blond barked suddenly, promptly slamming the door. 


HHHH 


Maybe Paul had set his hopes too high. It disappointed him somewhat that the drummer hadn't made anymore 
affectionate gestures since the two had moved back into the hotel room. Simon had gone into his room to 
make some phone calls, leaving Paul in the living room He'd decided to lie on the couch, staring at the ceiling, 
deep in thought. Focusing his mind on his breathing, and calming himself down, he did some small meditation 
exercises, before he heard the bedroom door open. Keeping his eyes shut, Paul knew Si was standing over him. 
"I know you're awake. Move over" 

Nothing. 

"Paul. just fucking move. Or I'll just lay on you." 


"Wouldn't be the first time." The brunet commented, opening one eye and grinning at him. 


Without saying a word, Simon simply sat on Paul's legs until the singer squirmed his way out. 


"Fuck off, Sil" 
"Fuck on.. you mean 


‘Oh, you know what | meant!" Paul replied, waving the comment off as though it were some invisible fly. In 
response, Simon shifted a bit, forcing Paul down against the couch. The brunet could already feel his cheeks 


burning as the drummer pinned him. 


"Do | now?" He asked, leaning in close to Paul's face. Licking his lips, the singer stared right back at his 


bandmate. 


"Hm. Now I'm not so sure-.." Paul shrugged, knowing that would drive him crazy. Just after he had spoken, 


Simon sat back suddenly in straddle position 


The singer's eyes narrowed at the sight, curious as to what the other was up to, but his lust prevailed over 
prying. His pale-green gaze flickered over the blond's face, pausing at his neck before raking down his torso. 
Once again, his eyes eyes took in the sight before him, this time soaking in the drummer's hips rocking against 
his own. Oh, the sounds they'd make together would be more than loud enough for everyone to hear. Especially 
if it was going to be Simon's voice, calling out Paul's name as he went down on him. Just the thought was 


making him achingly hard. 
His thoughts were interrupted by the older male letting out a groan and tilting his head back. Fuck. 


‘Oh babe.. you'll remember.” Simon began, then leaned down to Paul's neck, giving him a swift bite. As though a 


switch had gone off, the blond kissed his way up to his right ear. 
".-When I'm poundin' into ya' as you're screamin’ my name into my ear." 


One thing Simon was sure Paul should have known, was that the drummer wasn't subtle about anything. 


Fucking was no different. 


